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One 


Author's Notes: 
Handssssss—ok well some hands-just make me think naughty thoughts. ;) Just a little something born of a not 


so innocent conversation about a vid | saw of Maiden performing at Abbey Road. Enjoy! 


| don't know when it started. 


It could have been onstage, it could have been in the studio, it could have been one night in the pub but now 


l'm hooked. | find myself staring, watching until he can feel my eyes. 
| can't stop it though. | may as well try to stop my breath. 
Stupid really, not like I've seen him... 


He's here, ready for another day of recording. Dressed as always in jeans and a t-shirt, hair loose, the little 


smile that always seems to be lurking in his eyes. He greets me, and | hear my voice respond. 


My eyes, my traitorous, needy eyes, are already drifting down, over his chest and to the side. 
He shoots a look at me, the smile a little wider, the skin beside his eyes crinkling. 

Bastard. 

He knows, and he teases me with little glimpses, movements that draw my eyes. 


He drops in a chair across from mine, letting his hands fall to rest on either side of his crotch, sliding those 


laughing eyes over to see if I'm watching. 

He knows | am, | can't help it. 

| cross my legs when he picks up the lotion and pours some into his palm. 

My body reacts; it sees him rubbing and wringing his hands, the slick white cream smearing over his skin, 
gradually vanishing as it works it in He gets up and stretches, giving me one of those smiles that everyone 
else thinks is so shy and sweet, but | know. | know the wicked intent of it. | know the thoughts in his mind and 


the not so subtle torture he likes to inflict upon me. 


He wanders off, throwing a comment about taking a piss over his shoulder and | have to resist the urge to 


follow. 

God, I'm sick. 

A pervert, as they so often call me with a laugh. 

What used to be a fetish has become an obsession 

And | love it. Even as | cringe with the thought of one of the rest figuring it out, | become bolder. 
| breathe, trying to slow the rush of blood that seems to have a single destination in mind. 

They give me grief, saying that | wear these long shirts to cover my stomach. 

Ha 

Right. 

Let them think it. 


He's back and we're ready. 


Once again, he rubs and wrings, and then... 

| catch myself before | groan aloud, my mind wrapping around the idea of that scissoring motion inside me. 
He's looking right at me when he does it. 

Bastard. 

He knows. 

And he likes it. He likes driving me insane. 

He always has. 

He cocks his head and does it again, the movement faster, the grin a little wider. "Ready to ‘ave at it?" 

| stand, making sure my shirt falls over the bulge at my crotch. "Always, Harry. Always. 


Bastard. 


